BEGINNINGS

which the fog was so heavy that all the continental
air lines ceased flying and no Royal Air Force machine
was allowed up. Over the whole of Britain one machine,
and one only, was in the air. In it was the Prime
Minister. He was fighting the Election on a programme
of caution.

Mr. A. E. Housman has written, with something
perhaps of a poet's exaggeration, of the spiritual conflict
in the heir of mixed Saxon and Celtic blood.

In my heart it has not died
The war that sleeps on Severn stale;
They cease notfighting^ east and west,
On the marches of my breast.

"War" perhaps is too strong a word for MacDonald's
legacy. The conflict of Celt and Saxon did not so much
divide, as equip his intellect. It made him many-sided,
and not infrequently, it must be admitted, mysterious.
The squat but-and-ben in the sea town of Lossiemouth,
in which James Ramsay MacDonald was born, stands
close to the grey menace of the Moray Firth. In the long
run, however, what mattered more to the subject of this
history was that from it can be seen the far blue line of

the Highlands, with Ben Rinnes over all.

*******

Lossiemouth was a grim little village of fisherfolk and
farmworkers. A street or two of small unlovely houses
on the slope of a hill above the sea, an abrupt rockfall
and, below it, more small grey houses within reach of the
flying foam. But the setting is superb. To the north,
beyond the Firth, the distant hills of Ross; to the south
the rich Moray farms, sloping through wood and
moorland to the Grampian hills; to the west more farms,
more woods and the encircling hills; to the east the sea.
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